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the German pit-head organization was far in advance of British
practice* If only in the realm of man himself, while the English
villages are never free from human bodies and homes clotted
with the filth of coal dust, in the German coal-mining districts
I have never seen beyond pit-head a dirty face, and the modern
dwellings of the mining community, built by the managements,
are not only well organized, with electric light, baths, electric
cooking and excellent accommodation, but are also spotlessly
clean. In a British mining district a bath is as rare as a golden
sovereign, and the mining community is forced by the condition
of its labour to live in conditions of squalor, not only a tragedy
in its toll of health, but a bitter reproach to our culture and
civilization.

I rejoined my partner in the company-promoting office ; and
discovered that though its expenditure continued, nothing profit-
able had transpired. So we determined to go our various
ways, and this determination was mine. He was, perhaps, the
most amusing man I have ever met in my life, and though
our ways are different, I do not regret my experience in his
company.

I had gone too far up the avenue of company direction
to retreat hastily therefrom. And when I was invited from
highly reputable quarters to be chairman of a new company, of
whose business I had some expert knowledge, I readily assented.
It was not until months afterwards that I discovered that its
promoter, who perambulated the countryside in a super Rolls*
Royce car, lived elegantly in a country house with liveried
servants, gardeners, trout-ponds, wine and cigars, in fact all the
make-up of a rich young man of affairs, was in fact an undis-
charged bankrupt. The vendor pressed continually for his
money, and in order to protect my own investment and that of
my friends, in order also to satisfy him and prevent him from
forcing the company into liquidation, I was obliged to find more
and more money for the enterprise.

The company's operations were honeycombed with agreements
and exchanges of letters, with pools of shares and private agree-
ment between directors, servants, managers, vendors, salesmen,
and anyone else who thought he could extract a little milk from
the cow. I was concerned withthe trade of the company, not
unsuccessful. But it was superhumanly impossible for any one
man to keep track of all that was being done with the disposal
of large blocks of shares held by various interests. The end was